iv              WITHIN THE GATES
worlds of their own in the safe an' snug breast
of the hedges; the girls will go ramblin' around,
all big with the thought of the life in the loins
of the young men; but those who are gone shall
sink into stillness, deep under the stillness that
shelters the dead.
YOUNG MAN (over to the GUARDSMAN). What
abaht goin' to the bushes at the bird sanctuary,
Frank?
IST NURSEMAID. An' tell stories withaht eny
words, wha'?
(The OLD WOMAN lifts the wreath she is
carrying, elevating it as a priest elevates
the Host.}
OLD WOMAN (facing the Memorial Figure}.
O soldier in bronze, cold guard of remem-
brance for those who rode out on swift horses to
battle and fell, I lay at thy feet this circle of
green and ribbon of red, as a signal of shame
unto those who've forgotten the great.
(She lends down and lays the wreath at
the foot of the Memorial; the COUPLES
below show signs of uneasiness^
GUARDSMAN (over to the other COUPLE). Let's
leave 'ere, en go into the fresh ire, wha'?
(The COUPLES, with their arms round each
other, cross each other, one COUPLE to the
right, the other to the left, and go slowly
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